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TO ROBERT NICHOLS. )

By Edgar Lee Masters.
NGLAND has found another voice in you
Of beauty and of truth,
True to their scul, as you are true—
Singer and scldier, yet a youth.

@ut of the trenches and the rage of blood,
The hatred and the lies

You, like a wounded sky-lark, in a flood
Pour forth these melodies,

Of a spirit which bas suffered, yet has soared
Above the stench of hell and death's defeats.
I look at you, as ofterr I have pored
On the death mask of Keats.

Or the faee of him quickly and gladly gning
The waves of the sea under,

To the land of man’s unknowing,
Or the land of wonder. :

And the war had you! what can it give
In return for souls like yours

Mangled oblotted out —who shall forgive
The war while time endures!

Back of the shouting mob, the brazen bands,
The soldiers marching well

Gangrene eries out and Rupert Brooke's hands =
Clutch in a hemorrhage of hell.

Yet you found God through this? through war,
Through love found vision, perhaps peace!
Keep them in your breast like the morning sthr —
May their light inerease,
‘Waves on the sea’s breast cateh the light
While the hollows between
Are dark—you are a wave whose height
Is smitten by the Light anseen,

Urged by the Sea’s power to the glory
Of the christening sun.

When the ealm comes and darkness, transitory
Be your doubt, or none.

These words from me who have the hard way
travelled
Of pain and thought,
In a weaving never wholly unravelled,
Or wholly wrought,

For your spirit and your songs, gladness
For the hope of you, and praise
To life, who gave you out of the world’s madnrss
¥n these our days.
Copyrighi, 1919, by Edgar Lee Masiers.

BEST SELLERS AND OTHERS.
HE most remarkable of the best selling books
of the past twelvemonth—indeed, of a num-
ber of yvears—is undoubtedly The Four Horsemen

of the Apocalypse. We have already spoken of the
eircumstances which put this book in & #ass apart.
It is sufficient to note again, and noich deeply in
memory, the handicaps to wide popularity which
it overcame. Its length, its title, its authorship,
since IRANEZ was unknown to most Americans; its
unusual price, its Latin attitude toward the rela-
tions of the scxes—these presumptive impediments
to a big sale were all overcome. The book was pub-
lished on August 26, 1918. In December it had
found its way fo the top of the pile. Enthusiastie
reviews helped it; Books end the Book World is
glad to recall its front page of September 1, 1918.
Word of mouth did much; nearly every reader
must have enticed others into reading it. Heavy
advertising did still more; a title cannot be brought
under a reader’s eye every week or oftener without
seducing him to read the book. The immense merit
of the book did most, of course, to achieve its
success.

The Good Hope.

Hardly less interesting is the case of Steruex
McKewxsa’s Sonie. For six months after this book
was published in 1917 nothing happened. In Books
ond the Book World for April 14, 1918, Erxest
Poore and Greorce Mmpusyox called attention fo
the novel s quality; aud in our number of the week
following Louis Josern Vaxce's words of praise
yuay be found. It is a eoincidence that Sonia began
to sell. Steadily it went on selling until it had left
the 10,000 mark far behind and was a definite suc-
eess for a first novel. Readers may not know that
first novels, however worthy, seldom pass that mark,
Sonia is still selling.

In many respects Sonig and St. Joax Ervixe's

Changing Winds are comparable stories, but the
parallel between them in respect of sales secms to us
much more extrgordinary than any other likeness,
Both, it appears, enjoved a resurrection, a phenom-
e#non not eommon enough among books to encourage
publishers to a belief in miracles. We prefer fo
think that the exeellence of the novels themselves is
the chief explanation because it gives us faith to
believe that the American public will yet do justice
to Zoxa Gare's Birth, Miry Hearon Vorse's The
Prestons, Ina A, R, Wynie's Towards Morning,
Roperr Nicuois's derdours and Endvrances, and
other volumes named by publishers in their inter-
esting statements which we print this week. We
think the general candor of these statements will

impress those who read them. Publishers are aston- -

ishingly human. While they are seldom averse to
making money, we have known a publisher to show
more joy over the sale of 100 copies of one of his
books than over the sale of 10,000 copies of another.
There arc bookseHers the same way. The
explanation! Perhaps it’s merely safisfied vanity
at finding 100 people who apparently agree with
your own opinion. And, just possibly, it's a real
affection for what scems to you a fine book and a
real eagerness to have it do for others what it did
for you. :

A Threat or Promise.

Which reminds us that after we have eompleted
the easual counsels of this page on the subject of
Writing ¢ Novel we have it in mind to treat ex-
haustively the topic What Every Publisher Knows.
It will be addressed to young authors only. unless
some other audience shall seem more meet. Tt will
deal extensively with publishers’ Suppressed De-
sires, which are not, as some may conclude. inevi-
tably identieal with the writings of yonng authors.
. + . Frivolous Thought: What, do you sup-
pose, old Doctor Frerp would have made of
“ "Twas brillig and the silthy toves™?

OUR OWN LEAGUED NATION.

£ hold no brief, as the saying goes, for a
League of Nations, necessarily; nor even

of nevessity, for The Government of the United
Statey: National, Stale aend Local, by WirLiam
Bexsxrr Muxro, which lies on the desk before us
and which the Macmillan Company publishes at
4$275. Bul we do hold a brief for the Leagued
Nation, otherwise the United States of Ameriea.
and think it & pity so many citizens of such a
eommonwealth eontinue to know o little about it.
Nor can we imagine a happier time than this for
them to inform themselves on the subject. For
if they are puzzled about the question of surrender-
ing some of their national sovereignty in entering
a Leagne of Nations they should at least be able
to talk semsibly about the Union of the Thirteen
States. How many of us talk about the policies of
‘‘the fathers’’—and eannot for the life of wus,
when pinned down to it, distinguish the attitudes
on national questions of two so opposite statesmen
as Avexaxpir Haamron and Teomas JeFPERSON.
No one, in & swerping phrase, knows ‘‘anything"’
about American history, properly speaking, except
the handful of men who have written about it;
and this despite the fact that no couniry has bad
more or more brilliant historians; and despite the
fact that there are in existenee studies by others
than Americans, such as Bevce’s American Com-
monwealth and Lord Cuoarnwoob’s Abreham
Lincoln, without comparison in the literature of
other lands. Now Mr. Muxro, whose book we men-
tioned at the outset, is professor of municipal gov-
ernment at Harvard; he writes with lueidity and
point and in beautifully definite but very simple
language. But because his book has, with its
marginal headings, somgswhat the appearance of a
textbook and can be so used, we dare say the Gen-
eral Reader will slun it. The General Reader will
make a grave mistake. He is under no obligation to
memorize what he reads. No one will subject him
to an oral or written examination after he has
finished a chapter. He ean read the book for
p_imnre! He can skip along, picking up interest-
ing bits here and there and emerging with a really
comprehensive view of American government. He
ean even, without any agony at all and with eon-
siderable enjoyraent, equip himself to apply an
acid test to some of the political doctrines that are
handed to him in gilt-edged speeches and articles
nowadays. He can furnish forth his mind with
whole new scenic sets and no longer be under the
necessity of playing all his arguments as ““aets in
one,”” 1o use the vaudeville formula for the stunt
backed by a drop curtain merely. All these things
are lovely possibilities which the General Reader
will pass by. . But for our part we shall
keep The Governmerl of the United Staies: Na-
tional, State and Local on the open skelf and when
we want to know, for example, the terws, of the
law by which the Government took over the rail-
roads of the eountry a year ago, summed up in a
eouple of capable sentences, we shall pull it down,

consult the index, and then turn to page 259. A .

thing of utilityr ean aleo be a joy forever.

The ZLibrarign's Coruer
CONDUCTED BY
FRANK PARKER STOCKBRIDGE.

A LITERARY EXPLORATION.
N OT long ago a librarian friend took me behind

‘the scenes in the Library of Congress at
Washington. He led the way through that wing of
the huge bookstacks known as the ‘‘copyright see-
tion.”” Tier upon tier of iron shelves, nine stories
high and running to the length and almost the
width of a city bloek, ecrowded with books as tightly
as they conld be packed in; 360,000 titles or more,
my friend told me; one copy of every book copy-
righted in the United States sinee 1878,

It was like sauntering through a graveyard.
Names of dead and gone publishing houses, onee
familiar and now no longer heard of stovd out here
and there, flanked by long rows of other names to-
tally unfamiliar even to the librarian with his
iwenty years of intimate association with all sorts
of books. Titles there were that brought back boy-
hood pictures of long forgotten incidents and asso-
ciations; names of authors that once were house-
hold words, but that one nowadays never sees out-
side of the second-hand bookstalls.

Books One Never Knew.

And just as in the burying ground, even in one's
liome fown, the names of most of the gravestones
are, after all, those of persons one never knew in
life, so the great bulk of these dead and buried
volumes were the sort of books one never knows in
Jife. Somebody had written every one of themj;
somebody had printed and bound them, somebody
had, perhaps, made money out of them in one way
or another, but that anybody had ever read them
was difficult to believe. County histories with
their biographies of local cclebrities, fantastie
{reatises on absurd and amateurish theories of the
Creation, pathetic thin volumes of sermons by
earnest unknown preachers, thousands upon thou.
sands of books of verse bearing upon the very con-
tours and embellishments of their covers the indefin-
éble earmarks of the job printing office that stamps
them indelibly as having been printed at the au-
thor's expense,

And then there were that other class of books
that nobody ever hears of but that sell by the hun-
dreds of thousands, by the millions, the output of
the big subseription book publishers whose advers
tising appears only in the ‘‘Agents Wanted”’ eol-
umn, and who never send copies of their publica-
tions in to the literary editor for review. Presum-
ably people read these books. They buy them, or
at any rate they are sold to them, which is not
quite the same thing. These are the books one sees
in the farm house twenty miles from the railroad,
pathetic evidences of a certain groping for some-
thing which those who seek it would not recognize
under the name of culture.

Subscribe Now!

Every great event. brings its crop of these sub-
scription books. The Martinique disaster, the San
Franciseo earthquake, the sinking of the Titanie,
the assassination of President MeKinley—these and
a thonsand other catastrophes have furnished the

* themes for subseription book “‘literature.”” Time-

liness is the essential element for big sales, I
lunched the other day with the head of one of the
largest subscription book publishing houses. He
was tired, he said,

““Tt has been a hard winter,'’ he remarked. ‘‘ The
armistice caught us all unprepared, and we have
been swamped with demands from agents f6r war
books. Then Colonel Roosevelt’s death came with-
out any warning, and of eourse we had to put out
a Life of Rooscvelt. That'’s going pretty good,
though.”’

“*How many have you sold so far?"’ I asked.

“(lose to 800,000, and it will run over a mill-
ion,”" was the startling reply. ‘‘You see, when we
do zet a good book in our business, we sell a lot of
them, T have not had a book in ten years that
sold less than 200,000,

“‘Do yonr books sell in the stores?’’ | asked.

““T tried it once,’” said the publisher. *‘I left a
dozen copics on sale in the book department of a
big Chicago department store. A week later I
dropped in to see how it was going. Do you know,
somebody had sneaked in there when nobody was
looking and put another copy on the shelf! The
original dozen were still there, too, and we never
did find out where that thirteenth book came
rmm"I




